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I HAD been putting a few questions to

some loafers at the foot of West

Twenty-ninth street as to the true

version of the story of the murder of the

mate of the Justine Ingersoll, which Is

lying at tne wnarr tnere, wnen my arm

was quietly taken by some one. Turning,
I found my friend Matthew Bampton, who

spends his time, at some one else's expense,
In providing moral literature for "Poor
Jack." Now, Jack's .thirst Is of a kind
which only too often calls for draughts of

a less divine nature than those which are

tapped In a seaman's mission house, and
having been both before and abaft the
mast myself, I became interested in Hampton'stirade on the cowardly treatment of
the men by their officers.
Bampton backed his remarks with that

assurance which can only be assumed by
the professional missionary. "You know,"
he said, "I come In contact with a great
many sailors In the performance of my
'duties.' I see them on board their ships,
and in their boarding houses. I have
talked with a great many of them, and am

satisfied that they are the most abused
class of men on this footstool. It is the
greatest wonder to me that there are not
more brutal mates and captains murdered
than there are. I tell you, it's my opinion
that if sailors were not gifted with the utmostforbearance, few ships.American
ships, at any rate.would bring home their
full complement of officers, and I, for
one, could hardly feel sorry for them."
"Did you ever talk w,ith any of these

brutal mates?" I asked him.
"N.n.o.o, everybody knows what they

are," he said.
As I gazed Into the eyes of the misguided

philanthropist, memory winged a swift
backward flight, and I asked him if he
could spare me a half hour. He
baid he could. We found a convenient
cafe, and I told my missionary friend the
following tale of one of the saddest episodesof my life at sea, and which Illustrates,by a very close resemblance, the
details of the murder of the mate of the
Justine Ingersoll.

I shipped as second mate of the Nevada
in 1865, in the port of Cardiff, Wales. She
was an old ship, had been in the 'Frisco
trade, and when the extreme clippers came
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In vogue she -was degraded to a New Orleanscotton wagon, picking up whatever
transient freight she could get between
the seasons. So It came about that she
was then In Cardiff, bound for Rio, with
a cargo of Welsh coal. This was by no

means a desirable voyage, but I had been
ashore long enough, and, as was my usual
custom. I took the first ship that offered.
x w *ri,n. auuaiu luirc uuj» utiuir BH.12J.11g
time to help the mate, Mr. Weldon, get In
the stores, superintend the rigger's gang
bending sails, etc.
My Ideas of discipline were somewhat

shocked by the cordial manner In which Mr.
Weldon greeted me, for I conceived that
no good could come of such freedom from
a chief to a second mate, as that with
which he treated me. Now that my head is
gray and I have found how much less I
know than I then thought I did, I am free
to admit that I learned to like Frank Weldonas few men like another.

Although she was a large ship for those
days, 1,500 tons register, Captain Joshua
Fnrrlngtou, who had sailed her for years
and knew just what she could do, shipped
a light crew in Cardiff on the plea of hard
times and low freights. There were teu
men forward, and Frank and I aft. The
crew >vere. of the usual-sort picked up in.
the Welsh coal ports'. They were mostly
Viatives of the Mediterranean ports, French,
Spanish, Maltese, Italians and Greeks,
known to American sailors by the generic
name of "Dago." They all look and act
about alike, so that the political division
from which they hail as a matter of no

consequence.
They were n beautiful set, aiul when I

saw them I expected to have trouble, but
Mr. Weldon had warned me beforehand
that Captain Farrihgton wanted a quiet
ship.although he was said to have been a
"hummer" himself onee. By their cat-like
agility and evident hearty good will they
obviated the necessity for driving, so our

sailing was as uneventful as the starting of
a ferryboat.a method of leaving port that
was highly unsatisfactory to an ambitious
young second mate like myself, who liked
a bit of bustle.
We soon found that In spite of their un-

prepossessing appearance they were a rairlygood crew, and although they were a

low-brewed, vilianccs looking set, especiallywhen conversing among themselves, yet

The
Shows position of the man at the

wheel and the view he would have
locking forward at time of murder.
View shows how it was Impossible
for him to see what was going on in

the bow of the ship.
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r they responded with alacrity to orders and
never i<u:tu iu tuun jjiuper icojj/cvw, mtu

one exception. This wag a fellow by the
name of Pepe, who fell to the mate's
watch. We had not been out a week when
Mr. Weldon, or Frank.we were already
Frank and Fred to each other.began to betrayfeeling of uneasiness on Pepe's account.
Ho would remain on deck sometimes half

an hour after he should have been below,
telling me that he expected to have trouble
with the men sooner or later. He said
that while he couldn't really say that the
fellow was Insolent, yet he had a surly,
half-defiant way which was extremely Irritating.He could speak but a few words
or riirgiisn, ana it was just possioie tnat

he- liailn't been civilized enough yet to
know what was due from him to his superiorofficer.
There being but three of us aft, and one

an old man, to keep the ten of them in
subjection, it whs of vital importance to
check permanently the first symptom of Insubordinaton.Still, it was desirable to
avoid trying conclusions with them if
possible, for besides the captain's desire for
a quiet ship, we could ourselves see that
every man jack of them was a born, athlete.
Short of 3tnture and square, of build,, the
knotted muscies stood out on their bare
arms and thick baity necks like tangled
ropes, and yet, as I have said, they were

agile as cats.

I asked Frank to trade Pepe into my
wntcn, Dut ne oniy laugnea. ao, no. xnc

fellow might think he had frightened me,"
he said, "and I wouldn't have him think
that for anything. I dare say I'm a fool.
Probably he doesn't mean anything, but lie
irritates me by his manner. When I speak
to him he glances up at me sideways out
of those sneaky black eyes of his, and if he
answers at all it's with a kind of halfintelligiblegrunt, and then he slouches oft
as though he had half a mind not to go
at all. I sometimes think that his actions
or my disregard of them are having a bad
effect on the rest of the watch. They don't
seem to be so quick and hearty as they
were. But maybe it's all my Imagination."
I told him that if he thought any of them

were trying to Impose on him he ought to

have it out with them at once. I offered to
stay on deck with him and lend a hand f
necessary, but he laughed at the idea, say-1
ilia ix iuus»c x^a^uco xuixcu uim iu get
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them they would have more fun thau a boy
killing snakes.
One morning Frank told me that he had

had an understanding with Pepe. "When
washing decks that morning Tepe was

passing the buckets to him. and Frank told
him to hurry a bit and not be all day gettingthe water along. Pepe scowled, mutteredsomething to himself, and passed the
water. If anything, slower than before.
Frank let him go for a few minutes until
the whole watch were in close proximity
to the pair of them, when, seizing Pepe by
the collar, he gave him a shake, saying,
"What's the matter with you, hey?"
"Waz er matter er you?" said Pepe savagely.With that Frank dropped the heavy
bucket, full of water, on Pepe's bare foot,
and, grabbing him by the shoulders, rushed
him to the rail, saying: "I've had my eye
on you ever since you came aboard, and
now I want you to understand that you've
got to move lively when I speak to you,
and when you speak to me say 'sir,' or

you'll get yourself into trouble, do you
hear?"
The rest of the watch gathered round

the two men, chattering like so many Cape
pigeons round a bit of pork rind, some

talking to Pepe and some telling Frank
that "Pepe he no unnerstan'."
"Wel£ then, gome of you that do understandtell him what I say."
"Yes, yes, Meester Veldon, me tell. He

unnerstan' now. Him say he no do so

no mo'."
"All right," said Frank cheerily. "Now,

then, get along with your scrubbing again,
men. Come, Pepe, give me some water."

THE INCERSOLL TRAGEDY.
Paul Blanchard, an able seaman, Is

under arrest at murium, >«., anuscu w.

the murder of Chief Mate John Christianson,of the American bark Justin
H. Ingersoll. There is much mystery
surrounding the case. The mate disappearedon December 27, when the vesselwas near the Bermudas, on a trip
to Montevideo. Christianson, from all

accounts, was peculiarly brutal in the
treatment of the sailors under him.

Blaneliard was tne e#peciui uujv^i ui

malice. A seaman named Nicol claims
that Blaneliard killed the mate by beatinghim over the head with a belaying
pin. He then forced Xicol to assist him
in throwing the body into the sea.

Blaneliard was placed in irons and
confined in the ship lazaret for fortyfivedays during the trip to Montevideo
and return. The Ingersoll is lying at

the foot of West Twenty-ninth street.

The accompanyin g illustrations show
the impossibility of Nicol, the iiiformer,who was at the wheel, to have
seen the murder. The scene of the at-

tempt of the murdered mate's brother, j
who was second mate of the vessel, to

avenge the crime is also shown.

And Pepe, wirft the best grace he had yet
shown, hustled the water along and seemed
to try to find opportunities to speak to
Frank so as to have a chance to say
"Meester Veldon" or "Yes. s'r."
"I guess," said Frank, "that all he neededwas to be shown who was bo_,«. I supposehe thought that because he has a

great, black whisker like a broom, while
my face is almost smooth, It didn't matter
much what he said to me." Then, laughingat his own version of the affair, he
went below to breakfast.
My mind, however, was far form easy,

and when I went below at eight bells I

put in half an hour cleaning and loading a

pair of navy revolvers which I had carried
ever since I had been abaft the mast.

Frank and I had maintained a friendly
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rivalry as to who should give the quickest
relief, so that we had both acquired the
habit of waking at eight bells before being
called.
At 4 o'clock the next morning I woke as

usual just as the helmsman commenced to
strike the after bell. I jumped out of my
bunk and reached the deck before the
forward bell had finished striking. Seeing
nothing of Frank, I jumped down on the
main deck and began shouting for the
starboard watch to "get along aft here,"
OQ -nrnc m,, nnctnm T fliA

and lookout relieved and returned to the
poop.

I waited, at first wonderingly and then
anxiously, for my friend. At one bell I
could stand It no longer. I took a look
forward. The three men comprising the
watch were seated on a spare spar in the
bright moonlight. There was no sight nor
sound of any other person about the decks.
It was a beautiful night. The ship was

running a couple of points free, the wind
just ahead of the port beam. She had the
three royals and jibtopsail on her, and was

swinging along at an eight-knot gait.
I went down the after companion, and so

through the cabin to the mate's room, and,
as I feared, he was not there. Then I went
and called the "old man." I told him in as
few words as possible what I knew and
what I feared.

v\ ay navent i been told of this bofore?"said he. "Because," said I, "Mr.
Weidon didn't think It necessary to bother
you. 1 suppose, sir."
He asked me If I had a pistol. I told him

I had two. "Get Them," said he, "and
come on deck with me."
Without a word to anybody, or to each

other, we went down on the main deck
and walked slowly forward, keeping our
eves about us, and I for one keeping my
right hand on a revolver butt under my
shirt. I noth-ed out of the tall of my
eye that one of the watch had risen as If
tn ftic '<n~ K«.l. IJ T ->
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seated himself again.
It was growing daylight, and I noticed

the old man glancing aloft, hut I kept my
eyes on the corner of the house, and 'n
the dark places by the -water casks. We
looked into the dim recess under the top-,
gallant forecastle in search of what we

hoped not to find, and yet feared that we

should tind.
Pas slag round the fore hatch to leeward

of the house, I noticed a wet place on the
deck near the jibtopsail sheet pin, as

though some one had been washing clothes
there and had thrown two or three buckets
of water about to wash away the tell-tale
soap stains which Jack knows would betrayto the mate the fact that he had
been using fresh water.
We examined the spot by the dim light

of the eariy dawn, and suddenly the old
man said, pointing to some spatters on the
bulwarks, as though a fine but powerful
stream had sprayed on to it for an instant,
."this is the place."
Yes, that was the place. There were the

marks of bloody fingers 011 the rail, and a

nearby belaying pin was thickly smeared
with the sickening fluid. In the dark-
ness the murderer had not obliterated all
the traces of his crime.
The old man went into the cabin for a

moment, and when he returned I knew that
he was armed, and I fancied that I could
see in his face the features of the man

who, in his day, had been a notable mate.
"Call the watch, Mr. Williams."
"Aye, aye, sir. Call the watch there!

and lay aft, all hands."
"Call tie vats, sir."
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FROM THE QUA«TERDECi.Three
ttaea by

When they lined np In front of the break
of the poop.the man Tepe brazenly in
front.the Captain told them that he knew
that they had murdered his mate, and
called on them separately to deliver up the
guilty man. My blood was boiling. I
looked upon the whole lot of them with the
disgust and contempt that I would have
felt for the same number of filthy, starvelingrats, and when Pepe, with his shifty
eyes, glancing from side to side, answered
like the rest, "Me no savvy, Cappy," i
could stand it no longer.
Turning to the Captain in a frenzy of

rage, with my fists clenched high above
my head, I shouted: "By God, then, I
savvv. Canny, and I'll sho wvou the sneak-
ing, cowardly lv>und that killed him."
Turning, I sprang from the break of the
poop directly at the throat of the assassin,
Pope. My weight and momentum carried
him off his feet, although Jie tried to dodge.
Down we went In a heap on the deck, and
It seemed as if the joy of a lifetime was

compressed into the few seconds that I
was raining blows on Pepe's ugly upturned
face.
The Captain had quickly followed mc to

the main deck, and, with the assistance of
some of the men, pulled mc from my prey.
Pepe scrambled to his feet, and ran forwardyelling, accompanied by several of
his shlpinntes. I wrenched myself free,
out gun, nnd fired Into the flying squad,
running after them as fast as I could. They
rapidly thinned out before me as fast as

they realized that Pepe's vicinity was unwholesome,while a yell or two gave me

the gratifying intelligence thnt a dirty
hide had kindly accepted my offering.
As they thinned out before me, like a

dissolving view, I saw the object of my so-
licitude scrambling up the lee fore rigging.
I was within twenty feet of him. It was

now daylight. He looked like an overgrownspider, as his squat form sprawled
with wonderful alacrity up the lee rigging.

I fired again and again, but only once
Hirl Vin rnvt-ni-rl Ti-itV, tVi<%

signal that I had hit him. He had just
grasped the fnttocfc shrouds, and I thought
he was about to fall into the clew of the
foresail, but he recovered himself and got
into the' top. I had four shots left. I
darted-to the weather side and went up as

I never have gone before or since. It
seemed as if I let go the shear pole only
to grasp the rim of the top. He had
crossed to my side and was half way up
the topmast rigging,

I stopped on the edge of the top long
enough to fire two more shots, and like an

automatic target he registered the one

that hit. Again I was in pursuit. It
couldn't last much longer, and I would be
only too glad to grapple with him anywhere.I saw him step oyer on to the

topsail yard, and gave an Inward grunt ot

satisfaction. It was to be out on the yard-
arm, then, that we were to settle it. Good;
that suited me.but he started to slide
dotvn the jib stay just as I reached the

yard.
I flred my last two shots point blank

and missed. Then I hailed the deck and
told them to let go the jib sheet. I wanted
to shake him overboard, or, better yet, to
dash him to pieces 'on the deck. But nobodyobeyed, and, seeing hira escaping me,
I hurled my empty pistol at him and

started down the stay in pursuit.
How he ever got down that stay I don't

know. It must bo true that the devil
takes care of his own. But down he went

anyway, and rushed aft to the old man,
who clapped him in Irons and flred him
flown In the lazarette. When I got flown
the stay as far as the sail I found myself

itery
The murderer handcuffed In the ship's

lazaret less than three feet high.
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crosses on right side of deck show whe:
the brother of the murdered man.

In n bud fix. I was unable to hold on, U
go up, or continue on my way down, and
at last my benumber fingers let go thell
hold. I rolled and bounded over the bait
loon-like surface of the big jib and dropped
feet foremost, like a deep sea lead, oven
board.
Nobody had been paying any attention t<

me lately, so that when I came to the sun
face the ship, her spars leaning far out ovet
me, loomed up big and black, and silent
but for the wash of the water alongside
and the roar of the wind under the lee
clews of her courses. I struck out manfullyfor the main chains. My strength
was nearly gone, but the old girl wao
deeply loaded, and as she took a lee lurch
a friendly sea hove me on to the lowex
channel. Here I hung on until I recovered
my breath sufficiently' to enable me to
make my way inboard, where I was most
heartily welcomed by tho old man, who
thought that the crew had taken advantage
of his temporary absence with .Pepe to send
me after poor Frank.

I will not do the sturdy veteran tie In.
justice to hint that he was frightened fox
a moment to find himself alone with hia
precious crew, but I do know that he wax
well satisfied at my return.

iiiiiL i wure my remumiug revorvoi

continually in plain Higlit, strapped about
my waist with the old sheath-knife belt
which I had worn when before tho mast
not so very long ago.

I never allowed my watch to come abaft
the mainmast in the night, but compelled
them to stand out in plain sight on th«
deck, where I could count them every time
I looked In their direction. The man on
the lookout had orders to take such a course
as would bring him into my field of view
every time he turned to recross the deck,
so then I knew where they were.

I hauled Pepe up out of tho lazarettf
three times and flogged him to my heart'!
content. Then the old man locked him In
a,spare stateroom so that I couldn't get at
hiin.

I found out who the man tvns who hnd
the lookout at the time that Frank wag
murdered, and I tied him up by the toes
unvil Ire confessed how the thing was done,
Frank had set the jib topsail at five bells,
Pepe had come to the halliards with hig
pipe in his mouth, and Frank told him to
put It down. He pretended either not to
hear or not to understand, so Frank
snatched it out of his mouth and threw It
Qyerboard, whereat the rest of the watch
pretended to laugh.

Shortly after Frank went aft Pepo
sneaked forward and eased off the Jib topsailsheet just enough to make it give aa

occasional flap. Frank, of course, came for»
ward to see what the noise was, and, seeing
Pepe leaning over the sail, he called him to
take a pull oil the sheet while he hlmselt
held turn. The lookout also helped. When
PrinV coin "Wli-i t'll rln" tiln mnn nn ln,->V.

out turned and saw that just as he passed
the last turn over the pin, Pepe sprang at
him lilre a pnnther, lifted his left elbow
and drove a long Sicilian knife clean
through his heart, and without a word the
PQor fellow sank to the deck.
The lookout admitted that he assisted

Pepe to throw the body overboard, adding,
with a shrug, "He vas deat."
v The Consul at Rio locked Pepe In the
cltv jail for safe keeping until such time
as he should have the opportunity to send
him to the States for trial, and we had the
satisfaction before we left of hearing that
he had escaped.

FREDERICK R. WILLIAMS,
Author of "On Many Seas.'*
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